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‘ MY HAT— 
and the Mouse! 


As I lay in bed I thought I heard the 
sound of little feet running. I lifted my 
head and looked around. 

A mouse! 

He paused a moment and looked at me 
saucily from the other side of the room, 
then raced for the door. It was shut, and 
I was sure he would have to turn around. 
But without a moment’s hesitation he flat- 
tened out and disappeared through the 
crack between the floor and the bottom of 
the door. 

I lay down again, but did not sleep. “A 
mouse in the house,” I thought. ‘“He’s prob- 
ably messing things up, and I'll have to get 
rid of him.” 

I got out of bed and looked inside the 
cupboards. There was evidence all over the 
place that the mouse had been there. 

I noticed that my hat was lying on one 
of the shelves, and I hoped that the mouse 
would leave it alone. “In fact, I’m not go- 





ing to give him a chance,” I decided. “I'll 
get a trap today.” 

And that’s what I did. Next morning that 
trap—and the mouse—went into the gar- 
bage can. 

“No more trouble from mice,” I mused. 
How wrong I was! In a day or two I could 
tell that there was at least one more mouse 
still around, and maybe more. I would have 
to get another trap. 

But by this time I had caught a bad cold, 
and felt dreadfully sick. Going to town t 
buy a second mousetrap seemed like | 
much to have to do when I felt so ill. 
Besides, I was certain I would feel all right 
in a day or two, and surely that would be 
soon enough to get the trap. 

Two days later I looked in the cupboard 
again. 

There was a hole in the hat, right where 
everybody would see it! 

Oh, how I hurried then! I rushed to 
town, and didn’t complain one bit about 
being sick. I bought a trap,‘and next morn- 
ing mouse No. 2 joined his friend in the 
garbage can. 

Then I sat down and did some very 
sad thinking. A new hat would cost ten 
dollars. The trap cost about three cents. 
How much more sensible I would have 
been to have spent those three cents sooner! 

And then I did some more thinking. 
I thought about boys like Billy, who always 
says he is too tired to help Mother when 
she asks him. And about girls like Betty, 
who says she is too sleepy at night to study 
her Sabbath school lesson. And I thought 
about Bob, who is old enough to be bap- 
tized, but every time he is asked to give 
his heart to God, he begins to list all sorts 
of reasons why he should put it off. 

I remembered all the good excuses I 
could give for not buying that second trap 
sooner. But what good were those excuses? 
The mouse came anyway and ate the hole! 

I decided then that when there is some- 
thing we ought to do, we should do it— 
right away, and not make excuses. I don’t 
want any mice chewing on my heavenly @y 
crown! 






















































Your friend, 


Qurhepece. Wael 

















The THIEF BEHIND the PULPIT 


OU American, I Iranian!” ... And he 

leaped from the shadows that hovered 
round the guest-room door. 

Larry and Ronnie had been in this strange 
foreign land only a few months. It was good 
to have a home again, they thought, after 
the five months they had spent traveling. 
Walls twelve feet high surrounded the mis- 
sion compound, and although they did not 
keep out the sounds of the street they did 
make the boys feel safer. 

Once again the evening sun was reaching 
out its golden fingers and touching the snow- 
crested Elburz Mountains, transforming them 
into a picture of rare beauty. And as the 
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darkness gathered and the slender moon, 
gliding slowly in and out of the clouds, sent 
creeping shadows across the compound, Larry 
and Ronnie climbed the stairs that led onto 
the mission's flat roof. 

They had no premonition of what they 
would find at the top of those stairs lin- 
gering in the shadows, hiding from the light 
of the moon. 

A little while earlier that evening they 
had seen the preacher come down the stairs 
and walk over to the church that was in the 
compound. They had thought nothing of it 
at the time, for they knew he was going to 

To page 16 


When the preacher turned on the light, it shone on a strange man crouching behind the pulpit! 





APRIL 20, 1955 / 3 














RANDY FORGETS to BE AFRAID 


/ By ELLEN E. 


| asnesiee grime’ was the big day he had 
waited for, but somehow Randy did not 
feel as happy as he had thought he would. 
His throat was dry, his heart pounded, and 
his stomach felt full of butterflies. The sim- 
ple truth was that he was scared. Tomorrow 
was the day of the school speech contest, and 
the thought of getting on the platform in 
front of the audience and the judges terri- 
fied him. 

“What's the matter with me!” he ex- 
claimed, slamming his history book shut. 
Even his homework could not keep his mind 
off the contest. Mother and Dad had gone 
visiting, and the silence of the house closed 
in on him. 

“Maybe I'll feel better if I practice my 
lines,” he decided. Squaring himself in front 
of the fireplace, he began reciting the selec- 
tion he had chosen. But his words lacked 
enthusiasm. The old fire he had been put- 
ting into the piece was gone. His very voice 
seemed to be trailing off somewhere in the 
distance. 

“How will I ever do it tomorrow?” he 
muttered, swallowing hard. “And I do want 
to win first prize!” 

First prize! Randy's eyes glowed just to 
think of the shiny new bicycle standing 
in the window of McGregor’s Hardware 
Store. He had stopped to gaze at it long- 
ingly every day for the past two weeks: 
Wanting it for his own had been enough 
to spur him on to memorize his lines per- 
fectly. 

The date of the speech contest had been 
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full of promise, one he waited for impa- 
tiently. The hours spent in choosing a poem 
to recite, and the practicing over and over 
had seemed little enough compared to the 
prize he wanted. He knew all the other stu- 
dents who were entering the contest so it 
had really been fun, planning for it, won- 
dering who would win. 

Dick Foster, Randy’s best friend, had come 
over almost every afternoon to practice with 
him, and the days had flown by. It hardly 
seemed possible that the contest was to- 
morrow. 

“I didn’t think I would be scared, though,” 
Randy said aloud, slumping down at his 
homework again. “I wonder how Dick feels.” 
Thinking of his friend bolstered his courage 
and he settled down to finish his studies. 

The next morning at school was all hustle 
and bustle, and Randy was glad. Helping 
to arrange the chairs and the speaker’s desk 
on the platform, getting the program sheets 
ready, listening to the last-minute hints of 
Miss Andrews, their teacher; all these things 
kept him from thinking of the moment when 
he would be alone on the platform facing the 
audience and the critical judges. 

“All right, that’s fine,” Miss Andrews 
called cheerfully to the contestants after ev- 
erything was ready. “The other classes and 
the visitors are beginning to come into “@ 
auditorium now. Relax for a few minutes 
until time for the curtain to open.” 

At mention of the audience, the clutching 
fear grabbed Randy again. He found Dick 
backstage and sat down beside him, hoping 








JUNIOR GUIDE is published and 


tinted every Wednesday by the Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washington 


12, D.C., U.S.A. Entered as second-class matter September 16, 1953, at the post office at Washington, D.C., under the 
Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1955, Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washington 12, Dc. 


4 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 























his friend couldn’t hear his thumping heart. 

But Dick didn’t seem to notice. He began 
talking quietly about the contest, and Randy 
envied his friend’s composure. Dick would 
do fine, he was sure of that. He only wished 
he could be as sure of himself! 

Miss Andrews’ head appeared in the door- 
way. “Come, find your places, and good 
luck!” 

The ten contestants seated themselves on 
the stage and waited in breathless silence for 
he curtain to open, exposing them to the 

aze of the audience. As the curtain crept 

open with a protesting squeak, Randy 
looked out over a sea of faces. His stomach 
gave an agonized flip-flop. The auditorium 
seemed full of strangers. And in the front 
row sat the five judges, stern, forbidding, 
waiting. 

Randy wanted to dash off the stage. He 
grasped the edge of his chair with white- 
knuckled fingers and cast his glance to the 
floor. If only he could escape from the hun- 
dreds of eyes that were staring at him! 

He didn’t know how many minutes passed. 
From somewhere in the distance he could 


hear the droning voice of the principal an- 
nouncing the speakers. He was vaguely 
aware of the other contestants, one after 
another, rising to speak their lines. Occa- 
sionally there were flurries of applause from 
the audience. It was all frightening and un- 
real. Soon his name, the last one, would be 
called. What would he do? 

A panic-stricken voice in his ear startled 
him. “Randy, I’m scared!” came the whisper. 

Blinking with surprise, Randy looked up 
into Dick’s frightened eyes. All the terror 
Randy himself had been feeling was reflected 
in Dick’s drawn, white face. 

Randy gave Dick's arm a squeeze of en- 
couragement. “There’s no need to be scared,” 
he whispered, amazed at his own words. “Ev- 
erybody out there is friendly. Just get up 
and show them what you can do. I'll be pull- 
ing for you!” 

A grateful smile flickered across Dick's 
face. His name was called, and he went for- 
ward shakily. Randy could see his tense fin- 
gers clutching the speaker's stand. He saw 
him shifting his weight from one foot to 

To page 19 


Randy gripped the edge of his chair till his knuckles turned white. He longed to jump up and run away! 
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ADVENTURES IN BINTULU 


/By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 





CHAPTER ONE: STRANGE-LOOKING FAMILY 





MAM™Ms may we have a tree dinner to- 
day?” It was curly-haired Rhoda tug- 
ging at Mother's apron and looking up with 
roguish delight in her green eyes. 

“I don’t see why not.” Mother rinsed the 
rice for the last time and put it over the 
charcoal stove to boil. “You call the other 
children. Have them choose their trees. Show 
me where they will be, and you may have 
your tree dinner.” 

Rhoda scampered away to call Ruth and 
Robert, her older sister and brother. Madge 
was there helping Mamma and chuckling 
with pleasure over the bright prospect. Tree 
dinners and hyena parties were Madge’s fa- 
vorite recreation. 

Ruth hurried to help Mother with the 
vegetables. She took down the coconut 
grater—a little clawlike knife set in the end 
of a heavy piece of hardwood. The piece 
of wood was shaped like an arm with a hand 
held up at an angle. The fingers of the hand 
were the claws of the knife. Ruth sat down, 
straddling the piece of wood, and scratched 
all the meat out of the coconut halves in a 
few minutes. It lay in the pan a fluffy mass 
of white with streaks of brown where the 
knife had scratched too deep into the peel- 
ing. 

“How much coconut milk shall I make?” 
Ruth asked as she set the pan on the table. 

“Four cupfuls will be enough.” Mother 
was washing the leafy vegetables and rinsing 
them over and over again in clear water. 

The meal was soon ready. Ruth took pin- 
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cers and picked all the glowing charcoal out 
of the little clay stove, leaving just a few 
dull embers so the rice might steam dry 
without burning. 

Mother went out to the back garden. The 
children had already chosen their trees. None 
of them were large trees. Ruth and Robert, 
being older, were up a little higher than 
the others, but all were within reach of 
Mother's hand. She carried out the plates of 
rice—deep porcelain plates with a mound of 
white rice in the middle surrounded by the 
leafy vegetables creamed with the coconut 
milk, sweet potato curry, and delicious soy 
curd with bean sprouts, onions, and pink 
mushrooms. Each child settled comfortably 
in the crotch of his favorite tree and began 
the enjoyment of the delightful meal. 

“Do you think Daddy will be home to- 
night?” Robert called to Ruth from his perch 
in a rubber tree. 

“Let’s ask Mamma if we can go down to 
the wharf after dinner. Maybe we could see 
him come in,” Ruth called back from her 
tree. 

Life was full of exciting things since the 
family had come to live in Bintulu. First, 
there was the old house in the fishing village. 
It was an ordinary Chinese house with an 
open veranda jutting out from the central 
hall of the house. In the back were the 
kitchen and servant's quarters. At each side 
were two bedrooms, four in all. The house 
stood up on posts about seven feet above the 
ground. The roof was of thatch, and the ceil- 
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ing was of sheets of matting. These sagged 
in the middle and every night a troop of 
noisy rats made merry there. Sometimes the 
children would be wakened in the night by 
the sound of a fierce rat fight. Once Daddy 
was wakened from a sound sleep when 
two of the famous combatants fell on his 
face. 

A Chinese family lived on the right hand, 
m4 a Mohammedan Malay family on the 
left. 

& oa Under the house lived the family pets, 

three Rhode Island Red hens and a big red 
rooster. They had been given the children 
by Chinese friends in Kuching and were 
from the rajah’s flock. He had imported them 
from America. 

Daddy was gone much of the time hunt- 
ing for a location to begin work among the 
head-hunters of this region. While he was 
away Mother and the children got acquainted 
with their neighbors, and carried on all the 
necessary work of preparation for moving 
to the new station when it could be opened. 

Robert came running up into the house 
that afternoon, “Look! I found a white egg 
under our house.” In his hands he carried 
two of the large brown eggs from the red 
hens and one pearly white one. 

“It’s from the Chinese neighbor's hen. She 
comes over here to make friends with our 





The village women reached out and touched Rhoda's 








hens and left her egg 
here.” Ruth knew ll 
about it. 

“Put it away,” Mother 
said. “We mustn't use it, 
for it doesn’t belong to 
us.” Robert handed it to 
Ah Len, the Chinese girl who had come with 
them from Kuching and helped Mother with 
the cooking and washing and other work. 

“Mamma, please let us go to the wharf 
to see if Daddy is coming home.” Robert 
began the coaxing and the others joined in. 

“All right, here we go.” Mother slipped 
into her shoes and picked up her cane. She 
always carried a cane because of snakes. 
Daddy said there were no bad snakes here in 
Bintulu, but it had become a habit with 
Mother, so the cane went everywhere she 
did. 

Up through the village the little group 
hurried, the children eager to get to the 
wharf, and Mother restraining them a little 
because the water was deep off the wharf, 
and little ones had better not go there with- 
out Mother along. Robert and Ruth were big 
children. Ruth was twelve, Robert ten years 
old, Rhoda nine, Madge six, and Baby Jimmy 
going on three. 

The merry company trooped through the 
village. There had never been any white 





strange golden curls. “It’s real hair!” they exclaimed. 
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children in Bintulu before, and these were 
a continual astonishment to the natives. 
“The white children are coming!” screamed 
a small Chinese boy. “The white children 
are coming!” He ran ahead of the company. 
This courier spread the tidings so vehemently 
that people came out from every door to 
look. It had been only a few days since the 
family had come to Bintulu, and the sight 
of them was still a spectacle that called forth 
as much attention as a parade. 

Ruth and Baby Jimmy were dark like 
their mother. Rhoda and Madge had golden 
hair. Robert was fair with blue eyes and 
dark hair. In all the Malay and Chinese fam- 
ilies the children had black hair and brown 
eyes. Such an assortment of complexions was 
confounding to all beholders. “How do they 
manage it?” the whispered question went 
round. “How do they manage it to have 
so many different colored eyes and hair?” 

“Look,” shouted Robert when they came 
in sight of the warf. “They've already come!” 

Sure enough, the rowboat that Daddy had 
purchased from a Malay fisherman last week 
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was tied up at the wharf and Daddy with his 
two companions, Tsz Lin and Manjoo, were 
unloading the gear in order to carry it home. 
The boat could be left at the wharf, but any- 
thing forgotten and left behind in it would 
be stolen. So everything was taken home. 

“Heigh-ho! Heigh-ho!” Daddy called 
when he saw them coming. “You people 
come here and help me with these things.” 

Ten pair of hands relieved Daddy of most 
of his load. 

“Daddy, we found a white egg under our 
house today.” Rhoda passed on the impor- 
tant news. 

“And we had a tree dinner today.” Ruth 
thought this was good news also. 

“Three cats are coming to live at ou 
house.” Robert brought out this surprise 
that he had saved until now. 

Madge tried to think of something that 
Daddy would be interested in. “I helped 
Mamma get dinner today, because Ah Len 
was washing.” 

“Well, well, that’s all wonderful news!” 

To page 21 
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H’vE you ever wondered what happens to 
an animal when it dies? Does it just de- 
cay and become a part of the earth right 
where it dies, or is there some special pro- 
vision made in nature to take care of the 
dead? Why, for example, have you never 
seen a dead rabbit in the woods? Oh, you 
may have seen one that had been hit by a 
car on the road, but I doubt that you have 
ever seen one dead in the woods. 

Nature has many ways of returning a dead 
animal to the dust from which God made 
it in the first place. One helper in this grim 
task is the silphid carrion beetle, the insect 
undertaker. 

This little beetle is about an inch in 
length. In a single night, with the help of 
many friends, it can completely bury a small 
animal. First, it finds the dead animal by 
waving its antennae in the breezes. (The 
antennae are the feelers on the head.) Smell 
glands on the antennae tell the beetle that 
a dead animal is near. Quickly it scurries 
around until it finds the body. 

Just suppose that you scared a rabbit out 
of your mom’s flower bed while you were 
mowing the lawn. The rabbit was so fright- 
ened that he ran right into the fence on the 
back of your yard and killed himself. You 
felt sorry for it, but since you had to get 
the lawn finished before dark, you decided 
to leave it lying there and bury it in the 
morning. 

The next morning you got the shovel from 
the garage and went out to bury the rabbit. 
But you couldn’t find it. It had disappeared. 
Nature’s insect undertaker had beaten you 
to the job. Here is how he did it. 

When the little beetle found the dead rab- 
bit it immediately began to dig a hole large 


enough to bury it. The beetle crawled under 
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Insect That Buries Dead Animals 


the dead body and started pushing the dirt 
out from under it. Back and forth from 
side to side the beetle worked, first pushing 
dirt out one side with its head then backing 
up and pushing dirt out the other side with 
its “tail,” exactly like a miniature bulldozer. 
Other undertaker beetles joined in to help. 
Little by little the big rabbit sank into the 
earth as the dirt was pushed from under- 
neath, until finally it was below the ground 
level. Then the insects pushed dirt over the 
top, and the burial was completed. 

The insect undertakers then burrowed 
down through the fresh dirt and began to 
feed on the dead animal. When they were 
full, the females laid eggs in the rabbit's 
body. Later the eggs will hatch into larvae. 
The larvae will grow big and fat feeding 
on the animal buried by their parents. 

The whole undertaking was accomplished 
in one night. These curious creatures had 
buried an animal many thousands of times 
their own size and weight in just a few 
hours! 

Death is the result of sin. In the new earth 
the insect undertaker will be out of a job 
since there will be no sin and no death there. 
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| PATHFINDER | NDER 


7 


KEP back, please!” 

‘But I can't see.’ 

“I’m sorry, but you must not get in front 
of the rope.” 

“Oh, all right then,” grumbled Jimmy, 
crawling back under. “But I sure wish so 
many people wouldn't get in my way.” 

The trouble was, there were just too many 
people there. Two thousand of them had 
come to watch Southeastern California's 
Pathfinder Fair. 

Jimmy bent over the rope—at least there 
was no law against that, he thought. Up and 
down the field he gazed, as one exciting 
event followed another. 

First there were flag raising and prayer, 
and then Pathfinders began marching around 
the fjeld in dress parade. Hundreds of them. 


- 
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JIMMY'S ANSWER 


Fae €. DIRKSEN, Reporting 


And more hundreds. And still more hun- 


dreds. 

“Isn’t it wonderful!” he heard some adults 
murmuring behind him. Then he heard a 
man say, “I wonder why that boy there isn’t 
a Pathfinder. He looks as if he’s old enough.” 
Jimmy looked around to see who they were 
talking about—and saw they were looking 
right at him! He blushed and turned back 
quickly. 

Then followed a lot of floats, all made by 
Pathfinders and pulled by bicycles. 

And then things really picked up speed. 
There was so much going on that Jimmy 
could hardly follow it all. There were knot- 
tying demonstrations, relay races, pup-tent 
pitching, flint-and-steel fire building, slow 
bicycle racing, and—he liked this one best 
of all—gas-powered airplanes zooming and 
screeching, climbing and diving over the 
field. 

Then everyone hurried into the audi- 
torium, to listen to music by the La Sierra 
Pathfinder band, and to watch the Loma 
Linda club (which won the grand prize) 
put on some thrilling tumbling acts. 

All too soon the day was over. Jimmy 
walked around and looked at the forty beau- 
tiful booths, made by thirty-eight Pathfinder 
Clubs. One showed cactus craft. Another had 
dogs of the world. And another— He lin- 
gered over this one a long time! Pathfinders 
were building a boat, right there in the 
auditorium! 

As he walked out the door he remembered 
what that man in the crowd had said, 
wonder why that boy there isn’t a Path- 
finder.” And he said to himself, “I know oe 
to answer him now. I’m going to be one a 
soon as I get home!” 

Events of the day were directed by C ma 
Martin and Harry, Garlick. Photos by Bill 
Oliphant. 


Charles Teel winning a first award for lighting a 
fire with flint and stcel in exactly 13.2 seconds. 
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These are a few of the 
things Jimmy saw—drum 
and bugle corps from Cal- 
exico Mission school, all 


signals given on bugle; 

“ * the boat builders of On- 
tario; Cactus craft from 

Fontana; a float from Yu- 


caipa; and girls of Ful- 
lerton pitching pup tent. 


+ 





APRIL 20, 1955 








THE EVIDENCE OF THE SHOTS THF 
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BOB,” said Helen Richards to her hus- 

band for the fiftieth time, “I do wish you 
wouldn’t go out hunting any more. I’ve asked 
you again and again, and you still won't 
listen to me.” 

Bob stood looking at her, gun in hand. 
What could he say? He had a distant feel- 
ing that he really shouldn't go, and yet he 
surely wanted to. 

Then, too, he couldn’t be quite sure he 
shouldn't go. 

After all, if be didn’t kill the bucks, some- 
one else probably would. He and Mrs. Rich- 
ards didn’t eat the venison themselves, for 
they were strict vegetarians. On the other 
hand, the meat wasn’t wasted, for Bob’s dad, 
who went hunting with him, would take 
it home and use it. 

At last he found his tongue, and said, 
“Helen, I can’t see what's wrong with it. 
If you can show me, then I'll quit.” His face 
brightened a bit, and he added, “Only I 
don’t think you can!” 

Mrs. Richards wilted. She had shown him 
a thousand times that it was unnecessary, 
that it was hardly Christian to kill God’s 
creatures just for sport, and that there were 
better ways to use one’s time—but to all of 
this he had never listened at all. 

“Bob,” she said at last, quietly, “why don’t 
you pray about it? I mean, really pray about 
it?” 

Something about the way she said it 
sobered him. Really, he hadn’t felt right 
about killing deer for fun ever since he had 
been baptized three years before. He just 
didn’t want to admit that he felt that way, 
but he was honest, and wanted to do what- 
ever was right. He looked her squarely in 
the eyes and agreed to her proposition. “All 
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right,” promised, smiling. “I will pray.” 

He said good-by and walked out, while 
from his heart a prayer went up, “Dear God, 
please show me clearly today whether or not 
it’s right for me to shoot bucks.” 

Bob met his dad, drove into the forest, 
and began the hunt. Now you should know 
that Bob was a good shot. He never failed 
to bring home an animal; and his gun was 
always maintained in top shape. Therefore, 
when a beautiful three-pointer stepped ma- 
jestically out of the brush a few score yards 
ahead, he took for granted he would drop 
it in one shot. 

Eagerly he lifted his 
rifle to his shoulder, 
took his usual careful 
aim, fired—and 
missed! 

Bob could hardly 
believe his eyes. He 
had fired his gun, but 
the buck was. still 
there. It tossed its 
head, flicked its tail, 
and stepped nimbly 
back among the bushes 
—alive! 

Father and son 
looked at each other 
in amazement. A thing 
like this had never 
happened to them be- 
fore. Dad simply 
couldn’t understand it. 





The buck rose only thirty 
feet from him. Bob aimed, 
and pulled the trigger. 










































Neither could Bob. Or could he? Within 
him thoughts were beginning to spin around, 
when all of a sudden, as they continued their 
hunt, a second buck stepped into an open 
place in front of them. 

What a day! Two bucks within minutes. 
Bob aimed again, anxious to redeem his 
former mistake. He fired’ for the second time 
that morning—and missed! 

So! 

A little later a third animal appeared, and 
Bob missed it too. 

And then a fourth one. 


This fourth one wasn’t hiding behind a 
tree, nor yet running fearfully through the 
forest. It wasn’t even standing up, ready to 
run. It was lying down at the foot of a 
jagged cliff, with no way of escape other 
than following the curvature of the rocky 
wall in full sight of the hunters. More than 
this, as Bob and his dad surprised it, it was 
lying asleep only ten yards away from them! 

Their excitement reached a fever pitch. 
Look at it. Just look at that creature! As it 
slowly rose to its feet, it proved to be a mag- 
nificent beast. Its head proudly bore aloft 
antlers of six or seven points. You wouldn't 
really need to aim at a buck as big as this, 
so close. 

But Bob did aim. Carefully, eagerly, pre- 
cisely Bob aligned sights and target. Some- 
thing inside him said, “This is it,’ and in 
a desperate sort of way, he thought he knew 
what that meant. 

Breathless, tense, but every inch a master 
hunter, Bob steadied his aim on the mighty 
buck, and fired. 

And missed! 

No! It couldn't be. It simply couldn't be. 
He might have missed the other three, but 
he couldn’t have missed this one; this one 
was much too close. 


But he had. To page 19 








_/By ENID SPARKS 


MYRTLE and Della were taking turns 
herding the milch cows and some young 
heifers to keep them from wandering too 
far from home on the great “open prairies. 
They enjoyed being cowgirls, especially since 
Father had promised them each a heifer for 
their very own. 

Today was Della’s turn. Her dark braids 
went flying in the wind as she gave the gay- 
spirited saddle pony an extra chase. “Dolly, 
how I love you,” she said as she patted the 
dapple-gray neck. There were eleven Guern- 
seys and one little brown Jersey in the herd. 
Father had told the girls that if they would 
take care of the cows they could go to Enter- 
prise Academy as soon as they had fin- 
ished church school. Since Della was younger, 
and a slender, frail girl, she usually rode 
Dolly. Myrtle’s horse, Queen, was a big 
draft horse, bay in color, a very understand- 
ing animal, always doing her best to please 
Myrtle in spite of her clumsy, heavy ways. 

This morning Myrtle was helping Mother 
in the big kitchen of the farmhouse. She 
was strong and robust, always capable of 
doing more than her share of work. As she 
started to take a pile of clean milk pans to 
the milkhouse, she glanced toward the south- 
east. “O Mother!” she exclaimed. “Look 
at that thundercloud!” 

Mother rushed to the door. “Child,” she 
gasped, “go get Della. Hurry! That cloud 
means a hard storm. There may be hail that 
could injure the cows!” 

“Oh, let’s pray, Mother,” Myrtle suggested 
earnestly. They both knelt on the porch and 
asked the Lord to hold back the storm until 
they could get the stock under shelter. They 
just couldn’t have their beautiful creatures 
beaten by hailstones. 
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What Delayed the Hailstorm 


Myrtle flew to the barn, grabbed the bridle 
from a hook just inside the barn door. Queen 
seemed to sense the danger and met her at 
the gate of the corral just back of the house. 
In an instant they were off. 

The girls had often practiced racing, but 
this race was different. Myrtle prayed, “Dear 
Lord, do hold back the storm until we can 
get the cattle in.” 

Dolly answered Queen’s whinnies and 
came prancing up to Della who sat calmly 
weaving a basket out of the long grass-blades. 

“Look at that cloud! A storm’s coming! 
Round up the cows. Go to the left. Make for 
the house,” shouted Myrtle as she galloped 
past to get those cows that had strayed to 
the right. 

With one leap Della was on the pony’s 
back and streaking after the brown Jersey 
and four other cows that were grazing con- 
tentedly beyond a small clump of tall bushes. 
Ring, the faithful shepherd collie, was doing 
his part in the roundup too. 

“Della, go let down the wire fence. Ring 
and I will bring the herd,” screamed Myrtle 
as she headed the cattle toward home. “Take 
‘em home, Ring,” she commanded the dog 
—and felt as if she might shake to pieces 
as Queen’s big feet pounded the ground to 
keep up with the dashing herd. 

Already the air was heavy, threatening. 


The sun was suddenly blotted out as eo 


clouds swept over it, and the whole count 
side was wrapped in gloom. Occasionally a 
heavy raindrop splashed against Myrtle’s 
face. At any time, she knew, the storm could 
break—and what a storm it promised to be! 

“Please, God,” she whispered fervently. 
“Hold it back just a few more minutes, so 
the cattle won't be hurt.” 


e 








Paw: 











And then, all of a sudden it seemed, there 
was the corral right in front of them. The 
bars were down, and the cows jumped over 
and huddled closely together against the 
rails of the high corral fence that supported 
the cowshed roof. 

The barn door was wide but low. . “Lie 
flat,” called Myrtle as both girls threw their 
bodies against the outstretched necks of the 
horses. The cattle were in! 

And just then the storm broke. Hailstones 


@ive like boulders as they pelted the roof. 


he two girls huddled close together in the 
haymow. 

“I hope this doesn’t last long. I'd rather be 
in the house with Mom and Dad,” exclaimed 
Della. 

“I think it will be over soon,” comforted 
Myrtle. But it wasn’t. On,and on the storm 
raged. The girls felt they had been sitting 
there for ages before the noisy beating, the 
cracking and creaking, ceased. 

What a sight met their eyes as they opened 
the barn door! The wooden fans of the 
windmill were beaten to pulp, and nothing 


was left but the twisted steel frame. The 
girls had to wade through hail and water 
up to their knees to get to the house. Some 
of the hailstones were as large as small tea- 
cups. They had torn great holes in the new 
cedar shingle roof of the farmhouse. It was 
two weeks before the hailstones in the shel- 
tered and shady places melted. 

“This is a little sample of the hail that will 
fall during the seven last plagues,” com- 
mented Father. “I trust we shall pass through 
that plague in the hollow of our Heavenly 
Father's hands as we have this terrible 
storm.” 

“Aren't we glad,” sighed Della thankfully, 
“that the cattle are safe and we can go to 
Enterprise Academy next year? That hail 
could have killed them.” 

“And the dear little brown Jersey is still 
safe for our Investment offering, too,” added 
Myrtle. 

“I think we ought to kneel down and 
thank the Lord for holding back the storm 
till you got the animals in,” said Mother 
reverently. And that is exactly what they did. 


Della, on the pony’s back, streaked round the cows, and Ring raced in on the other side, trying 
desperately to get them under shelter before the storm broke. Already rain was beginning to fall. 
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The Thief Behind the Pulpit 


From page 3 

speak that night, and was probably intending 
to check on the projector and other details 
so everything would be ready in time for 
the meeting to begin. What they did not 
know—and soon wished they had—was that 
when the preacher switched on the light in 
the church, it shone full in the face of a 
strange man crouching behind the pulpit! 

He looked nervous and very much afraid. 

“What are you doing here?” demanded 
the preacher. 

“I came to pray,” the man answered 








erately plan to steal a bicycle. 


way to do that is to padlock it. 


bike: 


so it cannot be carried away. 


5. Obey all city licensing laws. 


identification. 


record in a safe place at home. 








promptly. But immediately he left the room. 

The preacher checked the projector. 
“H-m-m-m,” he muttered. “This machine 
looks as though someone has been tampering 
with it, and these attachments—surely I 
didn’t leave them like this last time I used 
them. Say, brethren,” he called to a couple 
of men who had come in, “would you keep 
a sharp lookout for a thief? I have a suspi- 
cion there may be one around. I found a 
stranger hiding behind the pulpit just now, 
and this projector looks as though some, 
one has been touching it.” 

Larry and Ronnie were thinking only of 
the beauty of the moonlit night as they 





PROTECT YOUR BIKE 


/ By MASTER LOCK COMPANY 


Policemen have discovered that the reason why 





most bicycles are stolen is that so 
bike, gets the idea all of a sudden that he would like 
it—and takes it! It isn't very often that people delib- 


So, the police say, if you want to keep your bike, 
make it hard for someone else to take it. And the best 


Follow this seven-point plan—and you probably will never lose your 


1. Padiock the bicycle every time it is parked. Merely buying a padlock 
does not protect the bike. The lock must be used. 
2. Chain and padlock the bike to a post or other stationary object 


3. Never leave padlocks open when not in use. Someone may take 
your padiock, and leave another one in its place. Later, if you do not 
notice it has been changed, and use the new padlock, the thief can use 
his key to open the lock and steal the bicycle. 

4. Register the bike with police officials. This greatly increases 
chances of recovering the property if it should be taken. 


6. If there are no provisions for licensing or registration in your city, 
mark the bike with the owner's name and address to ensure positive 


7. Record the serial number of the bike and tires, and keep this 


ing the 
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reached the top step. They were about to 
place their feet onto the hallway which 
opened at one end onto the flat roof and 
at the other into the guest room, when it 
happened with such suddenness that the boys 
froze in their tracks. 

The form of a man leaped at them from 
the shadows, fists flying, screaming in broken 
English, “You American; I Iranian.” And 
as suddenly as he had come, he disappeared. 

Slowly the meaning of it registered in 
@::: frightened brains. Then they remem- 

ered their feet and thundered down the 
stairs, burst into their apartment, and 
slammed and locked the door. Wide-eyed, 
they ran on into the living room where 
their mother lay sick on the davenport. 

“There’s a man out there,” gasped Larry. 

“And he tried to push us down the 
stairs,” added Ronnie. 

Pa probably try to kill us all tonight, 
an 

“We'd better warn Daddy so he can P 

“Better keep that door locked, Mother.” 

But finally the boys subsided, and Mother 
got a word in. 

“Someone’s just trying to play a prank 
to scare you,” she said. “Don’t be afraid.” 

There was a knock on the door. 

“Please go open it, Larry. Perhaps it is 
something important,” said Mother. 

“No, Mother. I’m warning you. We'd bet- 
ter keep that door locked for a while,” an- 
swered Larry. 

“Please, Larry. I’m sure everything will be 
all right.” So very reluctantly he turned the 
lock. 

But he did not need to open the door, for 
it flew open by itself, and in bounded the 
man who had chased them a few minutes 
before. He was still waving his fists, and, 
shouting angrily at the boys to frighten 
them, he looked in all directions for some- 
thing he could carry away. 

He did not see Mother at first, and 
thought the boys were alone. He started into 
the living room—and saw her! He stopped 

short. His waving fists were stilled, his loud 
@:i« grew soft and gentle, and he turned 

toward the door. “I go to church,” he said 
—and was gone! 

In a matter of moments the entire com- 
pound was alerted. A searching party was 
formed and began quickly to try to find the 
unwanted stranger. It was not an easy task, 
for several missionaries lived on the com- 

To page 19 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys and 
girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Jan Wilkinson, age 16. Box 269, Angwin, Cali- 
fornia, U.S.A. Hobbies: Leathercraft, oil painting, 
art, playing ping pong, badminton. 


Kristina Ramirez, in eighth grade. 3209 McNutt 
Avenue, Walnut Creek, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: 
exchanging stamps, hiking, swimming, playing the 
piano, gardening. 

Virginia Johnson, age 14. 3633 Crabtree Lane, 
Porterville, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: reading, cook- 
ing, outdoor sports. 


Mary Ellen Johnson, age 13. 3633 Crabtree Lane, 
Porterville, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: sewing, writ- 
ing letters. 


Irene Gerhardt, age 14. 1521 McArther Street, 
Porterville, California, U.S.A. Hobbies: singing, likes 
animals. 


Judy Fallbeck, age 13. 3210 McKenzie, Fresno, 
California, U.S.A. Hobby: collecting pictures of the 
royal family of England. 


Norma Gray, age 12. P.O. Box 206, Loma Linda, 
California, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting and trading 
stamps. Especially wants letters from Java, Mada- 
gascar, Ceylon, Malay. 


Dotty Byerly, age 12. 540 Sheridan, Loveland, 
Colorado, U.S.A. Hobbies: ice skating, roller skat- 
ing, collecting storybook dolls. . 


Kay Hancock, age 11. 514 6th Avenue, Troy, New 
York, U.S.A. Hobbies: piano playing, collecting pic- 
tures, singing, sewing, cooking, bike riding, swim- 
ming. 

Shirley Bookter, age 13. Box 498, Snoqualmie, 
Washington, U.S.A. Hobby: collecting stamps. 


Rita Jean Anderson, age 11. 436 North 6th Street, 
Pocatello, Idaho, U.S.A. Hobby: collecting stamps. 
Especially wants letters from South America and 
Africa. 


Clayton Esty, Jr., age 12, in seventh grade. Box 
24, Peru, Maine, U.S.A. Hobbies: swimming, paint- 
ing, skating. 

Joanne Carroll, age 14. Missionary Children, Inc., 
Bon Aqua, Tennessee, U.S.A. Hobbies: singing, skat- 
ing, horseback riding, music. 


Carrie Burgess, age 15. Missionary Children, Inc., 
Bon Aqua, Tennessee, U.S.A. Hobbies: cooking, sew- 
ing, horseback riding, swimming. 

Billy Hoffer, age 11. 1221 Kensington Avenue, 
Cleveland 11, Ohio, U.S.A. Hobbies: collecting 
stamps, working jigsaw puzzles. 

David Petersen, age 10, in fourth grade. Somers, 
lowa, U.S.A. Hobbies: baseball, basketball, study- 
ing nature. Especially wants letters from Mexico, 
Switzerland, Africa, Japan. 
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A good book is your ticket and 
passport to any place in the 
world. Through the pages of 
books you can travel to the farm 
on the outskirts of town... 
the jungles of Borneo . . . the 
sidewalks of the city ... the 
outposts of civilization. Culti- 
vate the good-reading habit. 
These books will contribute sub- 
stantially to your store of knowl- 
edge while giving you hours of 
enjoyment and relaxation. 


Published by 
SOUTHERN PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION 
Nashville, Tennessee 








JUNGLE THORN 

By Norma R. Youngberg. A gripping 
story of missionary work in-the jungles 
of Borneo. A close-up picture of the 
lives of jungle folk. a. $200 


STORY TIME, NO. 1 


By May Carr Hanley. Contains nine- 
teen stories, into which are woven les- 
sons of honesty, courtesy, industry, 
kindness, and obedience. _....... $1.00 


MIRACLE IN BORNEO 


By Norma R. Youngberg. The true 
story of a young girl in Borneo, her 
heathen customs, and how she became 


a Christian. —- $2.00 





ORDER | 
FROM YOUR | 
O JUNGLE 
BOOK | THORN 
AND BIBLE l 
HOUSE 
| Name 
Prices 10 per cent | Address 
higher in Canada “ 
l City 
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Book and Bible House 


Please send me the books checked below: 

O STORY TIME O MIRACLE IN 
NO. 1 BORNEO 

Please add sales tax if necessary, and postage—10 cents for the first 

book and 5 cents for each additional one. 








From page 17 
pound, and there were twenty-five rooms 
in the building. 

Then they saw him, sneaking up the back- 
stairs of a missionary’s apartment. 

A firm hand came down on his arm. 
“What are you doing here, friend?” asked 
his captor. 

“I—er—I go to church,” the stranger re- 
plied. 

“The church is down the opposite way. 


ome along!” 
“But—er—I don’t want church. I—er—I 


go home now,” the stranger spluttered. 

But his excuses did him no good. He was 
led firmly to the church and ushered inside. 

And just at that moment the minister 
quoted a text: “The day of the Lord will 
come as a thief in the night.” 

The young man blinked. Two or three 
people in the audience said, “Amen,” and 
several of them looked over at him as he 
sat down noisily. As the sermon progressed 
he became more and more uncomfortable. 
Nervously he squirmed in his seat, and finally 
he could hold his emotions in no longer, and 
cried out, “Ou goft ke man dozd hastam! 
{He said I was a thief!}” He stood up and 
tried to leave, but the man who had brought 
him in was watching closely and waved him 
back. “Dar tamame vaght faghat darbareye 
man sohbat mikonad,” the strange man 
screamed. (“He is talking about me all the 
time!”’ ) 

Everyone else, however, was enjoying the 
sermon very well. And when it was over 
many of them thanked the preacher for the 
inspiring way he had explained the second 
coming of Christ. 

Not so the stranger. He did not leave— 
for a hand was clasped firmly around his 
arm. Then a council was held, and the 
young stranger underwent a very severe ses- 
sion of questioning. He admitted that he had 
intended to take the projector and what- 
ever else he could get. Having received a 
scare nearly equal to the one he had given 
the boys, he was taken to the gate and 


ou: 
Larry and Ronnie talked about him after- 


ward. “What a fool a guilty conscience can 
make out of you,” Larry remarked. 

“But let us pray,” their mother put in, 
“that he will come back to the meetings and 
find how to have a clear conscience, and how 
to enter the land where thieves do not break 
in and steal.” 


Randy Forgets to Be Afraid 
From page 5 


the other, trying to steady his shaking knees. 
He heard Dick’s faltering voice stumble 
through lines he had memorized perfectly. 
Randy suffered with his friend. He wanted 
desperately to help him, but there was noth- 
ing he could do. If only Dick could say his 
lines the way he had when the two of them 
had practiced together! But now Dick was 
not doing well, he knew that. 

At last Dick finished reciting, and there 
was a ripple of applause as he sat down. 
“Good going!” Randy whispered, with a 
friendly wink, knowing how unhappy Dick 
was. 

Suddenly Randy realized that he wasn’t 
afraid any more. He had been so concerned 
over Dick's trouble, and wishing so hard 
that he could do something for him, that 
he had forgotten his own fears. 

He heard his name. Rising, he walked 
calmly to the speaker's stand and started his 
lines with confidence in a clear, steady voice. 

There were only friends in the audience 
now, just as he had told Dick there would 
be. Even the judges were smiling. Randy 
finished his poem, thrilled to the applause 
he heard, and returned to his seat with a 
broad smile on his face. 

In a happy daze he waited for the winner 
to be announced. He could hardly believe 
his ears when he heard his own name being 
called. It was a great day for Randy Stone! 


The Evidence of the Shots 
That Missed 


From page 13 

And right then and there Bob turned to 
his dad and said, “I quit.” 

“Oh, come on now, son,” argued his fa- 
ther, “don’t give up so easy. You haven't 
killed me my buck yet.” 

“But I am not going to kill you a buck. 
Not this year, or ever.” 

“But why be so discouraged?” 

“I’m not discouraged. I’m through.” 

“But maybe this is just your unlucky day.” 

“Dad, this is my last day hunting bucks.” 

The dad looked around helplessly for 
something to say. At length he protested. 
“But Bob, perhaps you're just shaky today. 

To page 21 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Bible nding’ 
By LOIS SNELLING 


. From the number of days that God 
worked at creation. (Ex. 20:11.) 
2. Subtract the number of chapters in 

the book of Obadiah. 


— 


Remainder: .......ccccco0 
3. Multiply by the number of men cast 
into the fiery furnace. (Dan. 3:24.) 
SS ee 
4. Subtract the number of gates on 
each side of the New Jerusalem. 
(Rev. 21:13.) 


ee 
5. Divide by the number of sons Jacob 
had. (Gen. 35:22.) eee 
Ouctiont: ............: 
6. Add the number of disciples Jesus 
had. (Matt. 10:2.) Seas ee 
PUES cassciecccins 
7. Subtract the number of command- 
ments God wrote on tables of stone. 
(Deut. 4:13.) 
8. And you will have the number of 
days Jonah was in the whale. (Matt. 
12:40.) NS ee 


Guess Who? 
By MARY J. VINE ¥ 


Through the long hours he listened and sat still, 

Perched high upon an upstairs window sill. 

Until, poor boy, he could no longer keep 

His tired eyes from falling into sleep, 

When, woe was he, he fell right to the ground, 

And broke his neck, yet was again made sound. 
Who was he? 

(See Acts 20:9, 10.) 


Animal Talk 
By MILDRED G. LEWIS / 


What bird or insect do you expect to see when 
you hear the following sounds: 

1. A buzz 

2. A caw 

3. A cooing 

4. A hoot 

5. A gobble 

6. A ba-a-a 

7. A meow 
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Finish These Sentences y, 


By OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON’ 


Here are the beginning of Bible quotations. Can 
you finish them without looking for the verse? 
1. “It is more blessed to give tha .0.....cccmccomssnseanee 
2. “Because strait is the gate, and narrow is the 
way, which leadeth unto 








7. “Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his right- 
eousness; and all 





Circle Sentence 


By MARGARET D. CLARKE \ 


Begin at J and go clockwise, writing down every 
third letter until all have been used. Read the sen- 
tence. 





ANSWERS 
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From page 19 


Or maybe your gun isn’t working right.” 

Even as he spoke a jack rabbit bounded 
up into sight hundreds of feet away across 
a mountain meadow. Hopping erratically in 
every possible direction, this enemy of the 
farmers seemed little more than a speck of 
dust in the distance. 

Evenly, unerringly, skillfully, Bob aimed 
for the fifth time that day, and fired. 


@:: rabbit leaped into the air, and 


opped dead. 
Bob bowed his head and said, “Thank you, 
God, for answering my prayer.” 





Adventures in Bintulu 
From page 8 


Daddy beamed on them all. “I must see that 
white egg as soon as we get home.” 

On the return journey through the village 
the alarm was again sounded and the whole 
populace came out to see the white mis- 
sionary and his family go by. It was a won- 
derful sight. Nobody had ever seen anything 
like it before and probably never would 
again. Some of the more curious even reached 
out and touched Rhoda’s golden curls. “Yes, 
its real hair!” they shouted to the others in 
great surprise. 

Back at the little gray house supper was 
prepared for the returned wanderers, then 
came worship and story time when Mother 
read, and the children sewed or knit or did 
something with their hands. Daddy said it 
was always good to work while you listened. 
Even Robert learned to knit. 

When the children had all been put to 
bed and quiet settled down on the house, 
Mother got out her own sewing and Daddy 
drew his chair close so they could talk with- 
out disturbing anyone. 

“Tomorrow we are going over to Tatau 
River,’ Daddy began. “The people on this 
river are not friendly to the establishing of 
a mission station among them. I have heard 


7 a chief over on the other river who is 


asking for someone to come and settle there 
and teach his people the better way of life.” 

“How far away is it?” Mother was in- 
terested. 

“We go out of the mouth of this river 
then go south for about twenty miles and 
turn into the Tatau River. I think the place 
where this chief lives is about ten miles 
up the river. It winds around a lot, so the 
actual distance from the sea would be much 
less.” 

“Isn’t it dangerous to go out into the 
open sea in the little rowboat?” Mother was 
anxious about that. 

“The Malay fishermen go out all the time 
in those boats. I’m not afraid to go, and 
neither are Tsz Lin and Manjoo. Of course 
we won't go if the weather is bad.” 

Mother sewed for a while. She was think- 
ing about the little twelve-foot rowboat out 
in the big waves of the China Sea. She knew 
that none of the men had much experience 
with boats. 

“I know what you are thinking.” Daddy 
took the sewing out of her hand and folded 
it neatly. “Don’t be worried about us. I 
sailed boats all over the lake in my home 
back in Minnesota. There is little danger un- 
less one is foolhardy. I won't be. Remember 
God is with us. He sent us here. He will open 
the way for us to find the right spot for 
our mission. I think it’s going to be on Tatau 
River.” 

The lamp was blown out. Silence settled 
down over the mission house. Everyone 
slept, except the rats and those who were 
disturbed by them. But in the moonlight 
someone walked back and forth in front of 
the house for a long time. Twice he started 
to go in the gate, then turned back into the 
dark shadow of the shop houses. 


(To be continued ) 
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V—Isaiah Prophesies About the Restoration 



















AY STUDY OF THE 
SCHOOL LESSON 








Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


(APRIL 30) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Text: Isaiah 35. 

Memory Verse: “For, behold, I create new 
heavens and a new earth: and the former shall 
not be remembered, nor come into mind” (Isaiah 
65:17). 


Guiding Thought 


The prophet Isaiah lived in dark days in the 
history of God’s people. Judah had enjoyed a 
period of outward prosperity during the reign of 
King Uzziah and his son, King Jotham—'‘How- 
beit the high places were not removed: the people 
sacrificed and burned incense still in the high 
places” (2 Kings 15:35)—while in the kingdom 
of Israel there was wickedness, violence, and blood- 
shed such as had never been seen before. 

It was at this time that Isaiah was called to be 
a prophet of God. Isaiah in his lifetime was to 
witness the fall of Samaria and the carrying away 
as captives of the ten tribes of Israel. He was to 
see Judah invaded and the city of Jerusalem suffer 
a terrible siege during the reign of Hezekiah. 

Isaiah was called to bear to Judah God’s mes- 
sages of warning and reproof. But he was a 
prophet of hope as well as of doom, and he faith- 
fully prophesied of the time when God would 
gather His people again and bring them back to 
their beloved homes. Indeed, Isaiah saw further 
into the future than that, and prophesied also of 
the final gathering of all of Gou’s people and their 
final restoration in the earth made new. 

So although he did not fully realize it, he was 
also writing for the people of the Advent message 
who are also living in days of great wickedness 
and are doing a great work of restoration in bring- 
ing back the true worship of God and the hope 
of a new, restored world. 

NOTE.—We regret that the introduction in the 
Junior Lesson Quarterly mistakenly places the 
time that Isaiah lived during the fall of the king- 
dom of Judah instead of during the fall of the 
kingdom of Israel. 


SUNDAY 
Dark Days and False Teachers 
1. What description does the prophet give of 
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the wickedness and darkness of the last days? 
(Isa. 59:7, 8, 13-15.) 


NOTE.—Says the prophet of the Advent Move- 
ment, “I was pointed to Isaiah 58; 59:1-15; Jer. 
14:10-12, as a description of the present state of 
our nation. The people of this nation have for- 
saken and forgotten God. They have chosen other 
gods and followed their own corrupt ways until 
God has turned from them. The inhabitants of 
the earth have trampled upon the law of God 
and broken His everlasting covenant.’—Testi- 
monies, vol. 1, pp. 355, 356. 


2. What false teachers and teachings will there 
be in the last days? (Isa. 8:19.) 

3. By what test can we distinguish true teach- 
ers from false ones? (Verse 20.) 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 593. 
MONDAY 


True Teachers 


4. What call comes to every Christian in these 
last days, when spiritual darkness is spreading 
over the world? (Isa. 60:1, 2.) 


NOTE.— "Light is a blessing, a universal bless- 
ing, pouring forth its treasures on a world un- 
thankful, unholy, demoralized. So it is with the 
light of the Sun of Righteousness. The whole 
earth, wrapped as it is in the darkness of sin, and 
sorrow, and pain, is to be lighted with the knowl- 
edge of God’s love.” —Prophets and Kings, p. 719. 


5. Today many are responding to the call to 
arise and shine. What result, prophesied by 
Isaiah, is being fulfilled today? (Verses 3, 4.) 


NOTE.— ‘These prophecies of a great spiritua 
awakening in a time of gross darkness, are = 
day meeting fulfillment in the advancing lines 

of mission stations that are reaching out into the 
benighted regions of earth. The groups of mis- 
sioraries in heathen lands have been likened by the 
prophet to ensigns set up for the guidance of those 
who are looking for the light of truth.”—Ibid., 
pp. 375, 376. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
720, paragraphs 1-3. 
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TUESDAY 
Repairing the Breach 


6. In the days of King Zedekiah, Nebuchadnez- 
zar’s forces came from Babylon, and took the 
Jews captive, and had greatly damaged the 
Temple and the city walls. But under two 
leaders, Nehemiah and Ezra, brave men returned 
some years later to repair the damage. Isaiah 
lived during the time when Israel was taken 
captive and was God’s mouthpiece, making 
known what God would do and encouraging his 
fellow men. What message was he given about 
he rebuilding? (Isa. 61:4.) 


NoTE.—While this prophecy applied to the 
rebuilding of Jerusalem and the Temple, it ap- 
plies also to the rebuilding of something for which 
the Temple stood—the true worship of God. This 
prophecy belongs also to this age, when the true 
worship of God has been neglected. Those who 
teach the commandments and the second coming 
of Christ to establish a new kingdom and renew 
the earth, are doing the work of restoration of 
which Isaiah wrote. 


7. What name, given to those who pioneered 
the work of restoration, is given to those who 
today are building up the true worship of God, 
which has for many generations been neglected? 
(Isa. 58:12.) 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
677, paragraph 3. 
WEDNESDAY 


Returning to the Observance of the Sabbath 


8. What commandment had the Jews neg- 
lected at the time of the restoration? (Neh. 13: 
17-22.) 

NOTE.—So in these last days we find that the 
Sabbath commandment has been left out of the 
lives and worship of those who profess to believe 
in God, and the Advent message for today includes 
a call to return to a keeping of the Sabbath. 


9. What blessing does Isaiah prophesy will 
come to those who keep the Sabbath? (Isa. 
56:2; 58:13, 14.) 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
678, paragraphs 1, 2. 





THURSDAY 


Isaiah Prophesies of a World Restored 


10. What does Isaiah tell us God will do to 
this sin-scarred earth? (Isa. 65:12-19.) 


11. What does he tell us about the change 
from wilderness conditions and savage wildlife to 
fertility and peacefulness? (Isa. 35:1, 9.) 

12. What does he tell us about the restoration 
of true worship? (Isa. 60:18-21; 66:23.) 


NOTE.—Shining down the centuries to the 
dark days in which we live, days of violence, of 
wickedness, of sickness, of corrupt worship, come 
many wonderful prophecies to cheer us and turn 
our eyes to the wonders of a new world, over 
which Jesus will reign. Isaiah’s prophecy speaks 
to us in this age and world of darkness, and sheds 
light that we may see where we are and where 
we are going. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 731, 
paragraphs 2, 3. 


FRIDAY 


Probably your parents have often chosen a 
passage from the book of Isaiah to read for fam- 
ily worship. This prophecy has many wonderful 
descriptions of the new earth for which we are 
preparing. These are a few of them: 


Isa. 60:19, 20 Isa. 35:5, 6, 9 
Isa. 58:13, 14 Isa. 66:23 

ia: 35-1, 2 Isa. 65:21, 22 
Isa. 65:25 Isa. 33:24 
PLACE— 


“a” beside the passage that tells about the 
occupations in the new earth. 
“b” beside the passage that tells about worship. 


“c” beside the passage that tells about Sabbath- 
keeping. 

“d” beside the passages that tell about animal 
life. 


“e” beside the passage that tells about plant life. 


“f” beside the passages that tell about renewed 
health. 


“g’”’ beside the passage that tells about the light- 
ing system. 
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CHARLES COPELAND, ARTIST 


Because the people had sinned, en- 
emies would break down the walls 
of Jerusalem. Isaiah prophesied 
that after the Jews repented, the 


walls would be built up once more. 
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Hooklip, the Rhinoceros, No. 3 - By Harry Baerg 
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1. Hooklip and the other rhinoceros stupidly fought 
on and on for over an hour. They tried to gore each 
other, and several times they rammed and tore into 
each other till they were covered with cuts and 
bruises. 2. At last Hooklip won and, leaving his rival 
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lying there, he walked off shakily with his mate. 
3. Rhino courtships do not last very long, and it was 
not many days till Hooklip lost all interest in his 
mate and left her. Flies and ticks were bad, so he 
ambled down to the water hole in the dry creek bed. 











4. One of the few real pleasures of the rhinoceros 
is to bathe in the muddy water on a hot day. Tick 
birds, busy hunting ticks on him, also served to warn 
him of danger. 5. Once on the open plain Hooklip 
saw a hunter going by. In curious astonishment he 
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7. When Hooklip was fairly close he stopped to 
stare, turning his head from side to side to see 
around his big horns. The hunter could have shot 
him, but was not after rhino. 8. Suddenly Hooklip 
became afraid, turned at right angles and ran. Just 
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looked at the indistinct creature. He wanted to see 
him better. 6. With a twinkle in his eye he trotted 
forward with his tail up and his ears forward. Had 
the hunter shouted or waved his hat the rhinoceros 
would probably have turned his tail and run away. 
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as suddenly and with just as little reason he soon 
turned again and came to the attack. 9. He pranced 
toward the hunter till he was about twenty yards 
from him, then lowered his head, shut his eyes, and 
charged, Head down a rhino can see little anyway. 








